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Summary: Hank or Spartan 337, leads a small squad of Marines to find 
and destroy a Covenant Cruiser being built. After hiking over miles 
of mountains and dense forest every thing going terribly, now alone 
Spartan 337 must continue the mission and get avenge his fallen 
comrades. First chapter is intro and is suppose to be short. ! Warning 
is going to be very violent! 


A Spartans Revenge 

Hank took a deep breath trying to steady his aim on the elite. With a 
pull of the trigger a round went off. In the distance the head of 
the 

elite exploded in a puff of purple mist. The headless body fell to 
the earth, its blood pooling around him. Hank racked another round 
into 

the chamber as he watched a small squad of marines move from the 
cover of the trees into the clearing. "Bravo team, you have 
three 

tangos moving toward your location." He watched as three heavily 
armored Brutes with gravity hammers brake through bushes before 

the marines could respond to Hank. The biggest one let out a battle 
cry swinging his hammer into the back of one of the marines, 
sending 

him into the air screaming. The rest of the squad spun around and 
opened fire on the Brutes. Even under fire they continued after the 
four 


marines. Hank popped off another round. The bullet hit the brute in 
the side of the head sending a spray of orange blood flying. The 
Brute 



staggered, growling then fell over dead. The other two ignored their 

fallen comrade and charged after the frightened marines. Hank 

shot 

again at the Brutes but missed, hitting the ground at its feet. 
Annoyed he racked another round and shot, missed again. By then 
two 

more of his men were dead. The forth shot hit the smallest Brute in 
the leg. It roared and fell to its knees. Hank racked in another 
round 

then the dry crisp sound of "click" as the magazine was empty. Hank 
swore harshly and stood up, picking up him modified shotgun. 

He 

racked it with one hand and started down the steep hill at full 
speed. His gloss black armor reflected the sun as he ran through the 
forest . 

He hit the clearing where the marines were. By now he was nothing but 

a blur. The Brutes never saw him coming. He leaped into the 

air 

slamming into the brute that was standing. Armor flew from the Brute 
in the impact. Hank pulled the trigger with the barrel shoved in 
its 

mouth. Blood covered Hank when he stood from the bloody mess. The 

last brute had finished off the marines and ran at Hank 

hammer 

raised. Hank pointed the shotgun and pulled the trigger, killing the 
brute. Hank nudged the dead alien who lay at his feet with the end 
of 

his gun. He heard a cough from one of the marines and ran to it. It 
was corporal Fipps, her legs crushed and folded awkwardly under 
her 

body. A bloody spike protruded from her chest. "Colonel, I'm going to 
die aren't I?" Hank took of his Spartan helmet. "I'm afraid 
so 

Corporal." She gripped his hand and pulled him to her. Whispering in 

his ear she said. "Make sure he's looked after." Her grip 

loosened 

and she breathed her last breath. In her other hand was a blood 
soaked picture of a little boy blowing out his birthday candles. 

Hank 

cursed and took the dog tags from Fipps, Gregson, Jackson, Lensts, 
and Dems . Hank picked up his helmet and ran toward where the 

Brutes had come from. The day was not over and the Covenant would pay 
dearly . 



End 
f ile . 



